PATCHWORK                                                   <CB?*
when they are tired as these poor drowsy youths
sometimes do. No, one has to have all these servants
to make life in India at all tolerable. We would all
rather have our drains, taps and electric fans, all
those things which ensure more privacy by
eliminating the human element. (I see my "com-
pensation" has turned into an affliction after all.)
Well, there is the Club. How often in England
have I heard Anglo-Indians speaking affectionately
or boastingly of their clubs in India. We, in C------,
are considered particularly lucky in our club; and
indeed it is a fine, solid, spacious building, pleasant
from within and from without, with pleasant-
looking people congregating in it every day and
nearly all day.
But while it enormously reduces private hospi-
tality where some intellectual life might flourish, I
cannot believe that it provides any intellectual life
itself. The whole atmosphere of the place is
necessarily casual. Its very bonhomie precludes
selectiveness, unless a certain social snobbishness,
and militates against deliberate and thoughtful
entertainment, where wit and culture and philosophy
may be more important than food, drink and gossip.
Surely the Club is a social amenity which approxi-
mates to the inn, and surely the habitue of an inn